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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

IVLIVS C^SAR. 

(tJBus Trimus. Scoena Trim a. 


Enter FUuihs, Mnrellm , md certainc C ommoncrs 
Oder the Stage. 

TUttius. 

HEncc : home you tdLe Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day,without the fignc 
Of vour Profeffioo ? Speake,what Trade art thou ? 
Car. Why Sir,a Carpenter. 
Mur. Where is thy Leather Apr on,and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft Apparrcli on ? 
You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Cobl. Truely Sir, in refpeftofa fine Workman, lam 
but as you would fay ,a Cooler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou ? Anfwcr me dire<5Uy. 
Cob. A Trade Sir, that I hope I may vie, with a iafe 
Confcicnce, which is indeed Sir,a Mender of bad foulcs. 

Pit. What Trade thou knauc? Thou naughty knaue, 
what Trade ? 

Cobl. N ay 1 befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, I can mend yoiu 

Mm. What mean ft thou by that? Mend mee, thou 
fawcy Fellow ? 

Cob. Why fir, Cobbleyou. 

Via. Thou art a Cobler,art thou ? 

Cob. Truly fix, all that I liuc by, is with the Aule : I 
meddle with noTradefmans matters, nor womens mat-* 
ters; but withal I am indeed Sir,a Surgeon to old (hooes: 
when ihey arc in great danger, I rccouer them. As pro- 
per men as cuer trod vpon Ncats Leather, hauc gone vp- 
on my handy- worke. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 
Why do'ft thou leade thefe men about the ftrcets? 

Cob. Truly fir, tow care out their fliooes, to get my 
felfe into move wurke. But indcede fir, wc make Holy- 
day io fee Cicfirj and to reioyce in his Triumph. 

2W«r. Wherefore reioyce? 
What Conqucft brings he home ? 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheelcs ? 
YouBlockesyou ftonesy/ou worfe then fenflefic things: 
0 you hard hearts, you criiell men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey manv a time and oft ? 
H3ueyouclinib'dvp to Walles and Battlements, 
To To wre$ and WindoWes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 1 
Your Infants in your Armes, and.there hauc late 
The liue-long day,with patient expectation, 


To fee great Fompej^t the flrcets of Rome J 

And when you law his Chariot but appeare, 

Haue you not made an Vniucrlall ihout, 

That Tyber trembled vnderneatb her bankes 

To heare the replication of your founds, 

Made in her Concaue Shores ? 

And do you now put on your beft attyre ? 

And do you now cull out a Holyday ? 

And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, 

That comes in Triumph ouer Pompejes blood ? 

Begone, j 

Runnc to your houfes, fall vpon your knees, 

Prav to tbe Gods to intermit the plague 

That needs muft light on this Ingratitude. 

F/a. Go, go. good Countrymen, and for this fault 

Affemblc all the poore men of your fort ; 

Draw rhctn to T) ber bankes,and wcepe your teares 

Into the Channel!, till the !o weft ftreamc 

Do kilTe the mofl exalted Shores of all. 

Exeunt all the Commoners. 

See where their bafeft mettle be not mou'd, i 
I hey vanifh tongue-tyed in their guiltincfle : 

Go you downe that way towards theCapholl, 

This way willl :Diirobe the Images, 

if you d*3 finde them deckt Wich Ceremonies 

CMur. .May we do fo ? 
You know it is the Feaft of Lupercall. 
Fla. It ifc no matter, let no Images 
hung with C^r/T*ophces : He about, 
And driue away the V ulgar from the ftreets ; 
So do you too, where you perceiue them thicke* 
Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Cafars wing, 
Will make him flyc an ordinary pitch, 
Who elfe would foare abouc the view of men, 
And keepe vs all in feruile fearcfulnelTe. Exeunt 

Enter Cd>far y Antony for the Cour[e£dfhurm* y Fortia.^ De- 
ri h* , Cicero fBrtttiu , C ' tiffins , Catka , * Sooth ftjer :af- 

ter them Mffleftus and Flavim. 
Caf Calphimsta. 

Ca*k< Peace ho, Ct/ir fpeakes. * 

CaJ. Calphnrm^ 

Calp* Hecre my Lordc 

Caf. Stand you dire&ly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his courfe Antonio. 

Ant. Cf/^roy.Lord. 

Caf. Forget not in your fpeed Antonio^ 
Tq touch folphurnia : for our Elders fay, 

k k The/ 
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